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Half rid by this through morning: we by noon
Should blithely mount and meet him.

Mary Stuart                                 So I said.

My spirit is fallen again from that glad strength
Which even but now arrayed it; yet what cause
Should dull the dancing measure in my blood
For doubt or wrath, I know not   Being once forth,
My heart again will quicken.                            [Strigs.

And ye maun braid your yellow hair

And busk ye like a bride ;
Wi' sevenscore men to bring ye bame,

And aewtrue love beside ;
Between the birk and the green rowan

Fu' blithely shall ye ride.

X) ye maun braid my yellow hair,

But braid it like nae bnde ;
And I maun gang my ways, mither,

Wi' nae true love beside;
Between the kirk and the kirkyard

Fu' sadly shall I nde.

How long since,

How long since was it last I heard, or sang
Such light lost ends of old faint rhyme worn thin
With use of country songsters ?   When we twain
Were maidens but some twice a span's length high,
Thou hadst the happier memory to hold rhyme,
But not for songs the merrier.

Mary Beaton.                       This was one

That I would sing after my nurse, I think,
And weep upon in France at six years old
To think of Scotland.